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A Letter from an Oxford Scholar to his 


Friend in Town. 
Chrift-C hurch, 


Lé Night, dear Jack, my Horfe and I 
Got fafe to Town, but curfed dry, 


And veafon £004 ; we tovk fuch courses, 


| We labour’d oot) as bard as Hor! fes 5 





But to be plain, and clear the doubt. 
VT tell you how st came aboui. 

Know then, my Hor /e, confound the Drone, 
Was fo damn’d sue: Ritious grown, ¢ 
He'd often kneel and worfhip Stone ; 

Ny, when we came t” a Holy Place, 

He'd fall down flat upon his Face ; 

Was I enslin’d to Popif hnefs 

L need bege had no Crofs but this. 

Do what | cow’d witsout Command. 

The Jade woud fairly make a fland - 

I prais’d bim, thinking Glory fure 

Wou'd prove a good fufficient Spur, ¢ 


| The De il a Bit, be wowd not ftir. 


Damn thee, fi tid 1, what can’ ft thou be ? 


- | Thois’rt not "of Mortal Pedigree, 


aly | For Worldly Things fly fwift we know, 

= But you will neither move nor go. 

i's Then I vedoubl'd Kicks and Blows, 

B. | Soloud, that People did fuppofe ¢ 

w, | The Arm-lefsAdan had ‘pei d with’s Toes ; 

“ill | Though an Alar’m or March J beat, 

tes | “My Horse took all for a Retreat. 

4, | O Phaeton! thou fill might’ ft fhine, 

n> | Had but thy Courfers been like mine. 

ot | Leurs’d and pray, | wifh’d and fwore, 2 

a | But the Brute minded me no meve 
Than I the jeers of ev’ ty Boor, § 
I often wifh'd to be o'er-ta’en 

os | B anEarthquake or fome Hurricane, 

"6 | That Towns may Town ad Hill mect Hill, 

i" So bring us Home while we f{tood ftill ; 

1» | But all in vain, my cruel Horfe, 

ot | Deaf to my Pray’ rs, bad no Remor{e ; 

re { therefore was compel to be 








Leader to a Foot Company. 


In fhort, dear Jack, I tell uo lye, 
Had the Good Man of Uz been by, 


He wow d have {wore as well as 1. 
However, Friend, to fay no pore, 
My Horie is lame, my Agt- damn d fore 


By Mr. 5----- of 


To his Miftrefs marry *dto another. By 
Mr. R-— of Trinity-College Oxon. 


Arryd! anal alive! ’Can’t be ? 
Nought certain but uncertainty / 
Cou'd Philladel another Spark get ? 
I’ve brought my Hogs toa fair Market. 
As Ge--d’s my. Fudge, 1 fhou’d as foon } 
Have rans g the Sun turn’d to a Moon, é 
Or R---- to th’ Players honeft grown : } 
She whom | thought Divine, I fee 
Is Woman, by Inconftancy. 
Lord, what can curfed Riches do ° 
Make Women falfe and foolifh too : 
Make fome Men Princes, otbers Slaves, 
Rogues Honelt, Pattentees rank Knaves. 
I cou’d be forry, wext or worfe, 
But wrath wou'd frat enlarge my Curfe ; 
That Anger’s foolifh, Sorrow vain, 
That's usd for what can t be regain’d, 
But, what's this Marriage? Adust? you be 
Cloyfter’d from all Society ? 
And niust your Husband only carve, 
And fuffer al the World to frarve ? 
You only wore when you did wed, 
You meant with bim togo to Bed ; 
Why this ado? Can't we my Honey, 
Do fo without the Ceremony ? 
Where Lover’s Hearts united be, 
°Tis a meer Superfluity. 
Nature ne’er meant, without difpute, 
This Jewel only for bis Snout, 
Vor was you made for one Man’s food, 
But was defign’'d a Common Good ; 
You have my Heart, give me but 1 ‘bine, 
Vit {wear the Parfon ly’d, thou'rt Maine. 





Labour in vain. 


Wo Maids who had a Blackamore their Friend, 
If poffible, wou'd bis Complexion mend ; 
Long they endeavour'd, but at laft they faw, 
They might as well attempt to mend the Law. 


To 
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To Celinda, Singing and fticking Pins 
in a Scarlet Pinculhios 


1. 


S the vext Tyrant, when for Blood defigw'd, 
Stabs the dull Craynd, and Murthers i bis 
(Afind 
So, fair Celinda, with 4 bark? rous Skill, 
Piercing the Cufbion, fhews bow {he wow a Rill, 


oe 
i ® 


‘All this you do, to prove what Pow'y you bave, 
The Cufhron feems toBleed, {uch Wounds you gave, 
Whilft 1 in Emblem all my Tortures fee, 

Your Pins pierce that, as your Lyes wounded me. 


This flaming Mount with AZtna may compare, 
Here Cupid's Shafts, there are the Arms of Way, 
Sure then Love's Autna muft be only bere, 

That bolds Jove’s Thunder, this Celinda’s Spea 


4.. 


See now, with bow frsal! Force ber Lausces full! 
Suft with fuch Carelefnefs fhe wounds us all, 

To kill ("0 Toil to her) the Tyrant joys, 

And Syren like, fhe tings while fhe deftroys, 


§. 


Orpheus bis Lyre did ancient Woods remove, 
None eer, but you, with Mufick fet 4 Grove. 
Your Silver Elms come dancing to your Hand, 
And, where you plac’d em, there they rooted feand, 





A Receipt to make a Hog’s- Pudding. 


E Blood from Chriftmas Hog’s ju/t dying 


( Heart, 


{x cleanly Bowl preferve at leaft a Quart. 

Then sis the Guts and ufeful Stick repair, 

T a ucighb ring Brook, and all the ordure clear, 
And th’ outmoft Skin from evry Pudding tear. 
Which oer, prepare the reft at home: where ara 4 
Them well (with Salt and Beefom kuive) again: 
ta Water fo with Herbs they mujft remain, S 
Till you of gritts take half a Peck well dry'd, 
And fron your Cow 4 Quarts of Miulk provide : 
Jo which when boyPd, th yritts well chofe commit ¢ 


A atural Day wil all for working fit ; 


The i‘ CUE your Se aim : e Qn putin iv: a CEL Herbs 
( procure, 
Of Marjoram, Time na Sav’ry be fare 


A gentle bandful ; Penneyroyal more ; 
Then tafteful Salt: Next t fear ning Pepper break 
With Ginger, Cloves - Which as you fancy take - 
Six new laid Eggs (take care ¢ your Eas are good} 
And thofe Ingredients ming 6C IP “tb the B load. 
Thenevry Gut af one 

Your Philboul and your Fragers do the ref . 
Tho when you ule "em ming (being cautron’d s. yt, 
Flow much to fill; for if to full they'll _ 
When fil, to boy ling Water lay them in 
if on your Stick you ‘dget? em out agam 
With Cafe ; , for’n twice 8 Minutes they! requef: 

a Thorn ) to be of gath'ving Wind releas’d, 
And then for fuch another {pace to boyt 
if bn yow the Operation fpor! F 
Wi re kept on Strace vil quite or almoft cold 
To lay em where you like will not be bold. 


hiss sais ve a Ly VESE 





= A TIT -~ 


By Mr. da- 


an Infant. 
alfon. 


S careful Mothers in therr Cradles lay 
el They Babes, which wou'd teo long the wane 
(tons play, 
, 10 prez vent my 1: uth r) ent ag Crimes, 


ature, my Nurfe, put mero Bed betimes, 


On the Death of 





Ae. awe TR SF RSET ERT ee on Oe er eee ease 


On a Girdle. By T.S. Efq; 

Hen ¢ er thy Wate makes too much bafte, 

That Halte again makes too much watte; 

i here ftand Keeper while ’tis light, 
'T1s Thett to enter when "tis i Night. 
This Circle bere is drawn abou aut 
To keep all tempting Spirits 0 out s 
Whoe er the Girdle doth undo, 
Hie quite undoes the Owner too, 











Advertifement. 


WW" Hereas oe Author receiv’d a Satyr from an une 

nown Hand, entitul’d, Merton-colle edge El edlion, 

2 Let ter deliring the Author to Print it, and make 
ren Additional Li nes to the Characters of Mr. Franks and 
Mr. St phens, Fellows of that Houfe ; this is to inform 
the Gentlema in that fent it, that the Author defires to be 
CXxcu $d, tor 5 not confiftent with his {a fety to meddle 


wit 


with it: And tho he might lay hold of this opr abeyeee 

to revense hirtelt = dy e Peri on $44 ~— me ntion’d, 

tor the gro’s Aftronts offer’d him when at Oxford , yet he 
\ a ret, >, ‘ +, r 

ratuer to fore <tand forgive boring tho! e Gentiles 

men, meaning Mr.f. and Mr. S. wont be angry with 


ne {> : 
him for lis Charity. 





LON 
Printed 


forthe Author, and Sold by B. Br4zz. 3 





DOWN: t 


it the Kayen in # sater-Nol eRe Ke 1706. 
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